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Third,	 the	 lack	 of	 walls	 and	 limited	 structure	 made	 me	 a	 team	 player.	
Although	I	tended	to	avoid	conflict	as	a	young	adult,	I	soon	learned	to	stand	up	for	



















































































education	 and	 wanted	 to	 go	 to	 a	 British	 university.	The	 University	 of	 Sussex	
accepted	her	on	the	strength	of	her	APs.	After	a	break	year	spent	working	at	vari-



















ASL.	With	a	determination	 to	 see	more	of	 the	world	 than	Europe	and	North	
America,	we	moved	to	the	Côte	d’Ivoire	in	West	Africa	at	the	end	of	Elizabeth’s	
first	grade	year.	She	experienced	grades	two	through	six	at	the	International	Com-
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Nomad	or	Third	Culture	Kid.	Gwen,	who	came	to	the	U.S.	three	years	before	we	
did,	came	as	a	transplanted	Brit.	
Doug	and	I	came	home	as	“Rip	Van	Winkles,”	waking	up	after	thirty	years	
abroad.	We	found	the	United	States	a	very	different	place	from	the	one	we	had	
left	in	1970.	Our	frequent	visits	and	short	stays	had	not	prepared	us	for	just	how	
different	life	would	be.	It	was	not	immediately	obvious	that	we	were	foreigners	in	
need	of	help.	The	fact	that	we	were	Third	Culture	Adults	who	had	spent	almost	
all	of	our	adult	lives	living	outside	our	own	culture	was	not	something	we	carried	
in	our	looks	or	in	our	accents.	We	wore	the	“camouflaged	exteriors”	of	the	Third	
Culture	Adult.	
We	foolishly	thought	it	would	be	easy	to	do	things	like	get	a	driver’s	license	
and	open	accounts	with	utility	companies.	After	all,	we	had	done	so	on	three	con-
tinents.	We	were	wrong	again!	Adjusting	to	life	in	the	States	has	been	the	most	
difficult	adjustment	of	all.	After	a	year	and	a	half,	I	feel	that	I	am	acculturated.	
However,	my	patient	colleagues	will	tell	you	that	I	don’t	quite	have	all	the	pieces	
of	the	American	puzzle	in	place.	The	thirty	years	spent	exploring	other	cultures	
have	made	me	a	stranger	in	my	own	country.	I	think	my	friends	have	just	decided	
that	it	is	easier	to	learn	what	I	mean	with	my	British	phrases	and	vocabulary	than	
to	totally	Americanize	me.	They	sigh	and	direct	me	to	the	loo	or	hand	me	a	torch	
when	I	ask	for	it.	So	perhaps	the	specialists	are	right	—	Third	Culture	Kids	and	
Adults	never	really	adjust.	We	just	“adapt,	find	niches,	 take	risks,	 fail,	and	pick	
ourselves	up	again.”
